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of the police to cope with the situation. Even the older
workers smiled.
"Just look what they're doing!" they would say.
Groups of workers could be seen everywhere heatedly
discussing the appeal. There was a great deal of excite-
ment, and everyone found life more interesting that spring
because there was something new in it. Some people were
angrier than ever and cursed the rebels roundly. Others
felt a vague hope and alarm. Still others, and they were
the minority, had the keen pleasure of knowing that they
were the ones who had stirred up the people.
Pavel and Andrei got almost no sleep. Pale, hoarse,
exhausted, they would come home at dawn. The mother
knew they were holding meetings in the woods. She also
knew that mounted police patrolled the country around
the settlement at night, and that detectives were every-
where, seizing and searching some of the workers, break-
ing up any groups of people they came upon, sometimes
making arrests. She realised that her son and Andrei were
in constant danger of being arrested, and she almost
wanted them to be, thinking it would be better for them.
For some strange reason the murder of the timekeeper
was hushed up. For two days the local police carried on
an investigation, but after questioning some dozen people,
they dropped the case.
One day Maria Korsunova, who was on as good terms
with the police as with everyone else, told the mother her
opinion, which was undoubtedly that of the police.
"A fat chance of finding the murderer!" she said. "A
hundred people must have seen Isai that morning, and a
good ninety of them would have been only too glad to
do away with him. For seven years he's been tempting
folks."
The khokhol changed noticeably. His face grew thin and
drawn and his eyelids swelled, half-closing his prominent
eyes. Thin lines could be traced from his nostrils to the
corners of his mouth. He spoke less of ordinary things, but
more and more often he had moments of transport, when

